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WINDS OF ETERNITY 


She liked to dance with danger 
always on the very edge of life: 
thus it was I encountered love, 
in a mystic place of her own devising. 


Though I knew the love she expressed 

from the depth of her heart was fleeting, 

that she would fade away in a season 

when the winds of summer ceased to blow, 

I needed the experience offered 

from that sacred moment of passion 

and stepped boldly within the circle she drew. 


Though the wind blows cold now, 

and the love I knew is somewhere in the stars; 
though I walk in emptiness and pain 

I remain undaunted and without regret. 


Now I too can dance with danger 

living on the razor's edge of life: 

from her I learned to disregard caution 
the future is free to look to its own ends, 
and I can but live for the moment. 


I have known heaven in her season, 
why refuse a taste of hell for now? 

my life belongs to the past 

where she still dances in kinetic waves 
but my soul soars on winds of etemity 
where I surely will meet her again... 


SPIRITUALITY 


Water from autumn rains 

descends from clouded heavens; 

cascades from high mountain snow melts; 
wells up from within the earth's fountains 
like a great whale breaching, 

displaying its power and energy, 
watering, feeding, cleansing 

as it channels its way to the sea. 


Life must be lived like flowing water, 
given its own free expression 

to experience the sense of knowing 
within the richest of settings, 

within true spirituality; 

learning to enjoy the simplest of things. 


As water flowing from course to course, 
we must join the dance of consciousness 
flowing from within our cosmic soul, 
fearlessly savouring its spiritual adventure, 
walking freely through boundless space. 


REJUVENATION 


Lightning strikes a tinder dry wood, 
flames shoot up, engorging 

the dusty, sleeping forest, 

burning, scorching, destroying 
every living thing in their path. 


Though it seems a total waste, 
though it seems cruel, 

such cleansing is needed 

where trees and plants have run out 
of living space, the old 

crowding out the young 

in the competition for light. 


Nature's unwritten law states 

that if a type of life stops evolving, 
overpopulating its living space, 

a disaster will sweep over the land, 
destroying many living things 
letting the land breathe again, 
rejuvenating itself: 

Would that man learned something 
just from watching nature." 





"Nature's laws are always enforced!" 


THE CRAFTSMAN 


The sun pierces through the cracked window 
highlighting a piece of hardwood he studies: 

his gnarled fingers probe gently, 

hands moving back and forth, searching, sensing. 
The light strikes a shining blade: he picks it up 
and begins: chiselling, etching, engraving, 
calling from the wood a precious creation 
capturing the memory of a fleeting life. 


Time pauses in his drafty shop 

as his sculpture comes to life 

between skilled fingers and powerful hands. 
His mind doesn't dream of praises 

nor competes for awards: 

it sees only the task at hand, 

enjoyment filling his soul, 

anticipating the blessing 

of touching a child's heart 

with a hand-made gift flowing with love. 


For the carver, like the poet 

gives substance to his thoughts. 
Etched lovingly in chosen wood, 
each image blends into the other, 
imitating nature's flawless harmony; 
a reminder for those who understand. 


BUTTERCUP 


Imagine a summer sunrise 
dressed in pink cotton 
caressing hilltops 

and rolling meadows 
where buttercups splash 
bright yellow smiles-- 


none of this matches 
your impish smile 
and carefree stance 
when you stand thus 
every curve exposed 
in a backlit doorway. 


FORSAKEN 


Ancient sanctuary 
resting on the hill-- 
aging edifice; 
corrugated walls 
unsheathed by storms. 


Only memories lie 

in your wind-swept attic; 
empty and alone, 

no one caring, 

your happiness of yore 
gone when the last child 
ran down the hill. 


Once protected, loved; 
now abandoned 

to the elements. 

Cold autumn winds 

chill your sagging frame. 


You were abode 

for laughter and tears; 
now left without support, 
in disrepair and loneliness, 
you stand on the hill, 
collapsing, decaying, 
vanishing. 





"life builds in strength, 
death follows in weakness.' 


DOORWAY THROUGH LIFE 


A shaded doorway looms ahead 

as I stand in darkness, hesitant: 

a shaft of light pierces the night 

as a door suddenly opens wide 
resembling a sunrise over a misty shore 
of seas yet touched by man. 


Guides walk me lovingly, gently 
across this uncertain space 

as darkness recedes in their light 
synchronised in harmony. 


The light blossoms, glows, embraces, 
more beautiful than anything on earth; 
palpable with love, 

eager with strength, 

full with wisdom, it creates 

the reality I now call home. 


ON THE EDGE OF TIME 


On the edge of time a vision waits 
for the soul's next trek through space 
to inhabit another world, another life. 


As the sun awakens and enriches 
seedlings lying dormant under snow, 
so the soul strives to enlighten all 

in its own passing orbit. 


All that my soul experiences, 

I try to absorb, to keep, 

thus enriching body and mind, 
practicing wisdom in understanding. 


In my next trek through this space 
I want to carry more awareness 
of life's depth and purpose. 


CONFLICTING URGES 


The world, my life, 

I feel is slowly ebbing 

as I struggle to hold on 

to ancient vestiges 

of greed, power, lust: 

the irascible need to rule, to control. 


In this conflict of the soul 

I forget the earth's delights: 
feeling my bare feet 

in sparkling dewy grass 

on misty mornings; 

the sighing breezes 

combing green treetops; 
songbirds calling to the rising sun; 
water cascading through rounded stones: 
endless sounds of nature 

in pristine wilderness. 


Just when it seems 
the battle will be lost, 
she reaches for my hand: 


"Walk barefooted, gently 

through this untouched wilderness; 
become one in the living breath, 

the Spirit moving though the soul 

as the wind moves through the trees." 





"Step lightly where 
there is no footpath... 
leave no trail 

for others to follow." 


ALONE BUT FOR A FRIEND 


Along a lonely stretch of road 

I passed a tired soul walking slowly: 
autumn had come early, 

one storm following another 

and leaves were drifting 

silently in the wind; the sun 

peered through denuded branches 
casting uncertain shadows waving: 
when I turned back and stared 

it was I who was walking there. 


WHEN THE LAST SALMON SPAWNS 


A sadistic predator, 
awaits by the riverside 

as fish struggle upstream, 
hoping one will take 

the bait of death, 

fighting back, 

providing the "sport", 
pulling, trembling, 

trying to free itself, 

with its last breath. 


Another mans a trawler, 
reeling in nets covering 

the ocean floor: 

as the struggling bodies are 
hauled aboard, all he sees 
is the balance at the bank. 


Some fish escape the gauntlet 

to swim up the ancient streams 
twisting, winding, leaping 

over jagged rocks 

and cascading waterfalls 

to reach the remembered place 

and beneath pebbles on the river bed 
leave their dwindling legacy. 


When the last salmon spawns 
in some dying stream 

not far from a coast 

empty of seals and eagles, 
will man have learned then 
--if too late-- 

not to take more 

than what nature can give? 


CONCEPT OF LIFE 


From the vastness of the open sea, 
whales commune with me, 

saddened that we are blind to see 

how our understanding of life vanishes 
from the fabric that we weave. 


We believe this life is dust 

in the winds of times, 

followed by silent stillness 

in a dead world of rock and ice: 
death beckoning utter despair 
feeding human ignorance. 


From their collective thoughts 
penetrating this human illusion 

I come to understand "death" 
not as the ultimate dark void 
nor as hell's well travelled road 
but as simple as a morning glory 
waiting for the coming light. 





"A heart that sees within darkness 
is made of light." 


TRAIN OF LOVE 


The river has stilled her mighty voice, 
the fields have donned their winter coat, 
rolling hills are lost in fine white powder. 


I hear a lonesome whistle from afar 
It's time to find that special train 

to take me back into the sunset 
where Jalean waits, she says, always. 


Snow falls in cold white icicles, 
driven by winter's bitter breath; 
the lonesome whistle blows nearer: 
it's time to leave this land of death! 


I long for the warmth of her love, 
her gentle voice to awaken my heart: 
she'll sing a morning song of spring 
and my winter blues will disappear 
brushed away by her long silken hair. 


HANDS SHAPING MOMENTS 


Hands unknowingly sculpture 
moments of time taken 

from a piece of eternity: 

tender experiences brought forth 
from the porcelain of nature's soul, 
swaddled gently 

in silver threads from life's cloth 
when a gift is fashioned 

from the depths of the soul 

and handed freely to a heart 

in need of understanding. 


BLACK BOARD 


Blacks and Whites in conflict, 
racial tension boiling over 

into the streets; 

fighting to prove 

who's right and who's wrong; 

but is anything accomplished 

by all this violence 

beyond demonstrating ignorance? 


No one is better 

than anyone else: 

that has never been the point! 
we're all equal 

and share this planet 

as one group soul in nature. 


On a blackboard 

White and Black exist together 
in peace ful, productive harmony, 
providing contrast without which 
no communication would appear, 
no education would take place: 
why can't we learn 

from such a simple example? 


RAIN DANCE 


The great spirit of the ocean 

hears the beat of drums, 

the chanting rain-dance of the people: 
in response he sends newborn clouds: 
grey-black stallions released, 

chasing across the measureless sky 
sure of their destination. 


Clouds billow over a parched earth, 
promises of heaven's waters to come; 
the land rejoices in anticipation; 

a desert land lying dormant 

under sun and wind 

may soon sprout after torrential rains. 


Rain, the life blood of the people, 
enriches the soil they cultivate, 
giving strength to new life. 

In joyous harmony nature sings 
awakening every earth dwelling spirit 
to glow in auric rainbow hues: 

rain renews the peoples' faith 

in autumn's boundless harvest. 


Rain not only waters parched meadows 
but brings forth awareness 

for where there is but a sprinkle 

from the grey, rumbling skies, 

hope is awakened on the land 

and a blessing is there for all. 


LIFE'S NEW DANCES 


Trying to discover new dreams 
and learn their dances 

to more fully rejoice 

in life's beginnings: 

clouds blanket the evening sky 
as night descends on the day 
touching me with a sadness 
nurtured from an endless array 
of life's endings. 


His voice awakens my soul: 

"Life is never ending! 

It grows and changes 

as you move beyond time and space: 
know that you will rejoice 

in fully learning, understanding 
life's new dances some day." 


With his promise of life, 

dawn's window opens crimson skies: 
I'm free once again to soar 

with the fetterless wind 

and rejoin earth's sunrise." 


THE MAN FROM BOLE 


There was a little man from avenue Bole 
who thought he could live on the dole 
but all he accomplished as a whole 

was to dig himself deeper in the hole! 


Limericks are a great way 
to sneak past writers' blocks! 


WELCOME THE DAWN 


Hear the songs--welcome the dawn 
pushing away the endless night! 

Like the birds, every morning, 

give a breath of precious love; 

like the trees, breathe deeply 

of life to awaken your soul; 

let all your senses feel 

the sun's light diffused, 

shining through the trees 

aware of beauty shed without measure. 


Like a river fed by myriad streams, 
giving life along its path, 

gather up your strength 

from the wildest of dreams 
brought back from the night 

and pass it on in awareness 

of your mother, the earth! 


DARKNESS 


There is no sun shining now 
though I know I'm on the path 
set before me by an eternal light: 
my emotions painfully remain 
on the outskirts of sadness. 


It was so easy to take for granted 
my eyes would always see 

the beauty of nature's world 
unfolding in the morning sun. 


Now that beauty fades away 
like the music to an old song; 
darkness creeps into my soul, 
the sun's light is fading. 


All I have left are memories 
passing as clouds over the sun: 
mountains, trees, blue sun-lit skies, 
why did you go so soon? 

Like happy dreams, you vanished 
in blind darkness. 





"I must walk blindly away from beauty 
my eyes once beheld freely..." 


THE SIMPLE MAN 


Birds singing to the rising sun, 
rejoicing at the dawning of the day 
find him lying in tall grass, eyes closed 
wondering about all of creation, 
feeling as one with all things. 


But the morning light intrudes on his visions, 
and awakens him to his polluted reality, 

and he weeps silently in his hunger, 
wondering why man makes all things 

more complicated than they need to be, 
forever running through a pointless maze 

yet seemingly getting nowhere in time. 


He's considered worthless and shiftless, 
for he doesn't play by the system's rules, 
riding his bicycle down and up streets 
collecting bottles and cans thrown away 
by people who seem not to care. 

He doesn't fit in society's mold, 

with man's cluttered, harm ful ways 

and sadly rides on with tears in his eyes 
for in his sleep he has seen 

the dance of life and walked 

the path of understanding, the way of love. 


WINDOW OF THE SOUL 


In chilled warmth and faded light 
the sun sweeps a squinted eye 
over the beautiful land: 

winter has settled in, 

casting her frigid spell, 

forcing the land to sleep 

until spring's jubilant awakening. 


The cold's cleansing feel 

touches my face 

as I rest on top of a barren cliff 
over-looking skeletons of trees 
guarding the edge of greying meadows 
in the last sunset. 


I ponder about life beyond 

the physical realm, and realise 

the time is appropriate for departure: 
my eyes are opened to the stars 

the window of the soul wide open. 

I see the stars approaching, 

the Seven Sisters beck oning, 

as I move through time and space. 


A LIFE IS FREED 


Gentle light filters through 

steel bars enclosing an empty room 
as I look out and try to reach 

the sky's deep blissful blue 

where my long-time companion 
now flies free: 

will I ever see him again, 

maybe in some other reality 

far from this lonely place? 


Some birds cannot be caged 

their feathers lose their colours; 

their songs the echo of the wilderness-- 
how much more should a life, 

when the time comes, 

be allowed to go free of the doby 

to join the boundless light 

beyond the earth's gravity? 





I rejoice in his freedom... 
but how drab and empty 
is the place he occupied! 


ROADS THAT GO NOWHERE 


Pavement stretches for miles 

in endless series of criss-crossing puzzles 
that used to lead where man touched 

all of life with his Midas hands, 

dipped in wishes of oil and steel... 
covering, choking, filling 

a once vibrant soil springing 

with delicate plants, healing herbs, 
mighty trees and wildlife roaming free. 


Rusting carcasses of dead dreams 

now inhabit an inhospitable, forsaken world 
invaded, cornered, strangled, choked 

by the poisons of progress 

as defined by man's leadership 

and slavish obedience to lifeless rules. 


Ages have passed, and now behold! 

True tranquillity, untainted beauty 

blending in majestic harmony 

are found again upon the earth, 

scarred land, polluted air, decimated wildlife, 
healed, cleansed, free once more. 


Scents of wild flowers and newly formed leaves 
travel the breezes throughout the earth, 
announcing peace and wholesomeness 

to all that cares to listen 

but of man who closed his heart to life's pain, 
no one is left to hear the news 

of earth's joyful renewal. 


ORANGE PEEL 


As in a mouldy orange peel, 
our earth is cloaked 

in a dying system 

based on repression. 


She waits patiently 

for people to awaken 

or some space alien, 

or god to return 

and gently peel away 
the old skin, uncovering 
her true identity. 


FORCED TO CHANGE 


Things being what they are at this time, 

we find ourselves forced to contemplate change 
in the way we think, the way we act, 

yet, like running naked through devils club, 

the thought leaves our ego wounded and scarred, 
desperately seeking shelter from its misery. 


Perhaps, we say, we need not think of change 

and things will go on as they always have, 

yet, we know full well our final legacy will then be 
not only pain and shame, but the worst of deaths: 
the death of a soul which can no longer feel 

the pain inflicted on a passive world. 


Bowing beneath man's endless blows, 

nature's only defense will be silent death, 
irrevocable, unless we mend our predatory ways! 
If we refuse to listen, think, 

when all is gone, who will be "mother" then? 





(Devils club: broad-leaved shrub of moist undergrowth in 
Pacific 
Northwest mountains whose spines cause painful 
infections under the skin. If you enjoy running nude in 
the forest, avoid this shrub!) 


LIFE'S CANVAS 


Life's canvas stretches before me, 
the paint slowly drying, 

having formed a familiar design 
from unfolding experiences. 


Into the waning light 

pensively I journey, 

my picture almost complete 

but for some final brush strokes. 


Expected images are there: 

of a mother's tender love 

and food on a table 

of scrapes and bruises earned 
along a sinuous pathway 

in carefree days of youth: 

these form the edge of my canvas. 


Pointing to the centre 

are struggles for independence, 
then the broader view of life 

as I turned away from man's world 
to nature's paradise: here are 
mountain sheep gracefully 
leaping from cliff to cliff; 
eagles soaring ever higher 
through sunlit skies; 

leaves drifting softly 

through uplifted branches; 
brown eyes shyly smiling 

in the noonday shade. 


I made myself one 

with these impressions of life 

and now I've reached the centre 
ready to unfold to the edges again. 


IRON WILL 


They pronounced Failure 

as my legacy, 

I never would qualify 

to compete in their rat race: 
they made sure I understood 
that I was Different! 


Time passed and I played the game 

by their rules: I had been assigned 

a proper Place in the Order of the Land! 
I remained what they made me 

until I realized 

it's their negative judgment 

feeding in vicious circles 

that trap those who are different 

inside the maze of Failure. 


I learned to defy the odds, 

to forge on, run with the moon, 

embrace both light and darkness 

and while society slept in smug assurance, 
I confronted the ghosts of fear, 

set my spirit free to guide me. 


I discovered I possessed that iron will 
which neither weakness 

nor society's glib forecast of failure 

can arrest. 

I moved through rock slides of doubt, 
blizzards of confusion, floods of setbacks 
proving to myself, if not to the world 
success is very subjective. 


THE RIVER 


I live in hope 

that gently falling rain 
will cleanse my soul 

as grey clouds roll 

with distant thunder 
and grey sheets descend 
upon the valleys... 


She was the breath 

of summer that now lives 
in memories of my past, 
the life we once shared 

is in nature's beauty; 

her love still awakens 
my listless thoughts. 


Thus I remember her: 

as the air I breathe, 

as the river that flows 
serenely to the sea; 

I meet her shadow 

on the paths we once roamed. 
How I fear to leave this place! 





"This time" I thought foolishly, 
"T'll never walk alone again..." 


DREAM HEALING 


In darkness, I cried: 

"Let the sun rise 

to touch my empty life; 

let the winds blow 

hiding me in swaying grass; 
let the trees shelter me 
from the world's madness; 
let the birds' songs 

lull me gently to sleep! 


In dream she replied: 
"Why wait for nature 

to heal your tired soul? 
Grow strong! Let your roots 
enter my sinews! 

Come, set your spirit free, 
approach the light: 

Iam called Wisdom, 
transcendent Teacher, 
that which dispels 

gloom and uncertainties-- 
be not afraid!" 





"I discovered another Sun 
dispelling deeper shadows..." 


WRONGLY ACCUSED 


Wrongly accused of a crime, 
you stand in shame and rage: 
like an ocean storm unchecked 
anger infests your heart; 

the instinct is to lash out 

in justified righteousness. 


But the lesson's intent 

is to suppress those thoughts, 
to fill the spinning emptiness 
within the vortex of the rage, 
finding peace in understanding. 


The accuser somewhere, somehow 
you know is guilty of the crime 
and you are his only way out 

for reasons without reason: 

a scapegoat...or a saviour. 


If in his presence you sit quietly, 
not thinking like a human, 

not speaking with bottled rage, 

the heart grows calm and serene, 
the wrath passes through the night. 


So shall your accuser pass 
through your new-found life 

a mere shadow in the light of day, 
but a loving friend, nonetheless, 
in the light of understanding. 


UNTELEVICED 


So many people I know are chained 
to their television! 
Their lives evolve around 
"As the world tums" 
or 

"Bart Simpson" 
unable to recognize 
the blatant lies 
constantly interrupting 
their "viewing pleasures" 
(any wonder it's called 
THE IDIOT BOX? --BUT 
I'm not saying they're idiots, 
am I?) 


If I want to partake 
of something uplifting, 
to make me think and reason 
and wonder about life 
and all its wonderfully 
complex simplicity; 
to provide the tranquillity 
to cleanse the soul 
of the city's carcinogenous ways, 
I put my questions in a backpack 
small enough to fit the average mind 
and seek out the soughing forest, 
climb the rolling hills, 
watch all of creation 
performing the dance of life 
and 
with great conviction 
I raise my hands to the heavens 
and declare: 
"TO HELL WITH TV!" 


"A word to the wise, freely given 
from the laughing poet..." 


A THORNLESS ROSE 


Winds of death erode the soil 

where as a child you sowed your dreams 
in a future filled with colours 

when love was still a thornless rose. 


Now your garden is in jeopardy 

from the sun's harsh searing heat. 

In the drought, you wander aimlessly, 
without water, without faith, 

afraid the colours will wither away. 


When you think that all is lost 

you hear the breeze whispering softly 
through drying stalks of prairie grass, 
it's voice of wisdom speaking to you: 


"Let memories channel your dreams 

if you will, but memories can never 
bring life to a parched earth. 

Let your pain, the sorrow of hardships 
and the cry of lost innocence 

bring tears to fall like the rain, 

gently nurturing life 

into expanded dreams fleshed with experience, 
beholding the dawn of a new world 
filled with unheard-of possibilities. 
and even a thornless rose, 

as it was thousands of years ago." 


MAN WITHOUT A FACE 


A long time ago, I stood wondering 
looking at the changing tides: 

the blows that life has dealt me, 

were they part of some karmic pay back 
or something to gain knowledge from 

by sharing my struggles 

with all who wanted to be awakened? 

I felt there was change taking place, 

that I lived in an old world 

teeming with new thoughts and ideas 

yet many were those who wouldn't accept it, 
fearful of change, slaves unaware, 
trapped in the confined space of their ego. 


I would think these thoughts silently 
but when it came to writing them down 
the words seemed not to make sense! 
So few ever listened or tried to grasp 
the message calling out to them, 

until I met the man without a face, 
whom many considered strange, different, 
but I saw what most overlooked: 

a man who did not think like a human 
and because of that ability, 

did take my mis-understood words 

and made them speak as I would have. 


STREAM OF LIFE 


Search your mind 

for your unborn future; 
endeavour to feel it's life's pulse 
through constant awareness 

of the now! 


Life's walk begins 

as a melting snowflake 

joining in dew drops 

to become 

a cascading mountain stream 
winding its way down 

narrow gorges and dark canyons, 
struggling past uncounted obstacles 
to become the mightiest river 
flowing unhampered 

to a sea of dreams. 





"life's path winds, 
it's end hidden from view" 


FAILURE 


Father used to call me a failure 
and when it came time for me 

to face the "big bad world" 

I looked upon myself as dumb, 1.e., 
less intelligent then the rest, 

so inevitably, in man's jungle, 

I became prone to fail and did 

but from such failure I learned. 


The tests you are given 

in man's social systems 

are designed for followers; 

their so called teachin gs 

but instructions from higher yes-men: 

there is no need to feel unworthy 

if you fail these illusory tests: 

they can never measure a person's worth! 
What are they but a show of "brainial" capacity 
to store randomly acquired facts 

to, in turn, spout reams of mis-information? 


What I have learned, I learned 

at the university of life: 

it may not contain degrees 

or cost exorbitant fees 

and the so-called smart may think it worthless 
but everyone must ultimately pass 

its un-written exams, for life 

knows no such thing as failure. 


AGAINST TIME 


As the river of time draws near, 

its roaring waters echo wildly 

through empty canyons of time-bound lives 
seeking to escape the surging stream. 

"Stop running away," it says, 

"I represent life's normal rhythm 

and my flow cannot be reversed with fear. 
Let my life-giving water become a mother 
carrying a child: the soul of your life. 


I am not your enemy, but your companion. 
Slow down, give up the need to conquer, 

the selfish demands crowding your mind, 

the desires to win eating at your soul: 

let me carry you to the portals of life 

and give you peace during this earth sojourn." 


REBIRTH OF SPRING 


In an uncertain morning 
birds twitter in the shadows 
streams flow silently 

under the old white blanket 
ragged over the feet 

of silently waiting woods. 


She awakens from dewy grass 

Like a newly born flower 

scattering petals in the winds, 

lightly dancing upon moss covered cliffs, 
softly singing her ancient incantations 
through misty sunlit meadows; 
flowing down sinuous streams 
sweeping ice and cold before her 

to the northern sea: 

the last fragments of winter 

vanish in the wake 

of her passing. 


Her magnificent melody 

echoes throughout the land 
bringing all things to life: 
creatures great and small rejoice 
swept up in her perennial magic: 
celebrate the rebirth 

of the spring maiden! 


AURA OF LOVE 


When Angels are near, 

beautiful moments, tender gestures 
blossom in our wake 

as they pass through our aura 
manifesting their love. 


When Angels are near, 

loneliness becomes a gentle soothing, 
comforting wind pushing you forward 
through hallowed moments 

hidden within every tear drop. 


Every yearning for light 

in times of darkness, 

every constructive reflection, 
every rhythm of life's growth, 
every awakening of the soul, 
every enlightened turn, 

every act of kindness, 

reveals the presence of Angels; 
their energy sustains us 

in dreary seasons. 


When the time has arrived 

to leave behind the earth body 

they fill the soul with universal love, 
gently raising spiritual awareness 

leaving miracles to blossom along our path 
even after we are gone. 


THE MEMORY 


She revealed love in a world 
where the sun never arose, 

where the only light was her love; 
the sole strength of my body 
came from her divine power. 


But my weakness and lust, 
began filling my mind 
with confused thoughts 
and like the setting sun 
the love she gave faded. 


Her memory is my legacy: 

I still can see her dancing, 

the rolling hills beneath her feet, 
still hear her heart beat in the surf, 
her voice in endless whisperings. 


THE MEASURE OF A MAN 


A man walks above the forest, 
over lush alpine meadows 
when his instinct tells him 
he's being watched. 

He looks up to see a cougar 
crouching on an outcropping 
eyeing him. 

Frightened, he freezes, 
studying the movements 

of this powerful predator: 
would the animal pounce? 
As he thought he may have 

to fight for his life 

he hears the cougar's thoughts 
float gently through 

his subconscious mind, 
reassuring him: 

"do not fear: 

walk with understanding 

and everything for you 

will blend in perfect harmony; 
I am only your companion! 


How many times 

have we not heard that same voice 
of reason and understanding 
call to us 

from nature's heart? 

How often have we heard 
and heeded the voice of spirit 
calling to the soul 

or in ignorant fear, 

ran from the voice or 
destroyed its source? 


FIRE 


We sometimes try to contain 
our madness raging 

as much out of control 

as the depths of hell itself, 
spreading our greed like fire 
over nature's delicate fabric; 
feeding our internal torment, 
destroying, annihilating, 
killing what millions of years 
carefully, painstakingly evolved 
into a wonderment 

of unchartable riches. 


Observe the light releasing its beauty, 
inhale the fragrance in the air 

for your end is drawing near 

and the fire in your soul rages on. 
Its smoke obscures the light 

and the flowers wilt and die, 

still your hunger is not sated, 

nor is mine: 

may this flame burn 

to the very depth of the soul, 

for I'm ashamed to contemplate 
what man's greed is destroying. 


EMBRACE THE LIGHT 


Embrace the light, but still 

do not reject the darkness; 

blend them together in gentle harmony 
on the canvas of your life: 

dance within the light and the shadows 
until you feel bursting within 

the essence of cosmic love. 


BEYOND THE STAGE 


Like a comet, half expected, 

you appeared on the stage 

to perform a play called life. 
Spectators in your drama 

shared the love in their hearts 
spurred by your quiet wisdom 
even as you spoke, laughed, 

or sat quietly and sometimes wept, 
whether for joy, compassion 

or the common sorrow of man. 


Now you lie still, as in a dream 
from which you'll never awake; 
silently, unseen, the you that was 
fades away from our consciousness 
to a life beyond this stage: 

the final curtain of this one drama 
has fallen over a silent audience 
without applause or encores. 


You've concluded this play 

to rejoin the boundless light 

of infinity in another reality-- 

the stage is cleared for others 

as friends mourn your passing 

in age-old rituals of sighs and tears 
still bereft of understanding 


of the measured teachin gs 
symbolized by your drama: 
friend, I salute you one last time! 


WINDS OF CHANGE 


Slaves run man's social systems 
controlled by the select few, 
unsympathetic, hardhearted, Scrooges 
made of nothing but cold, hard cash, 
always seeking more to control, to gain, 
devising machines to decide 

who should live and who should die; 
creating unnatural seasons 

from computer analyses. 


I look at the future and I see 

an outside world that has become 
decimated, uninhabited, a desert 
swirling with poisoned storms. 

Men live like rats in air-tight shelters 
within a manufactured environment, 
breathing at the will of machines 
until they eventually break down 
and the so-called strong 

who relied only on their inventions 
suffocate and are strangled 

within their greed and power. 


Thus those responsible for this tragedy 

die: their bodies become as dust in the wind: 
but behold! This I also see: 

The so-called weak and so-called meek 
emerge from caves and caverns 

reclaiming the earth in joy and song 

as the mountains recover their glory 

in nature's eternal renewal, 

overcoming the wreckage and ruin 

brought about by man's fading storm. 


THE DANDELION FLOWER 


One spring morning 

I went into the front yard 
and saw a dandelion flower: 
I bent down and smelled it, 
yes, that's what I did. 


The next day 

I went into the front yard 
and saw a dandelion flower: 
I bent down and pulled it up, 
yes, that's what I did. 


The next day 

I went into the front yard 

and saw no dandelion flower: 
I sat down and I cried, 

yes, that's what I did. 





(this is a wisdom "thing") 


LOAF OF BREAD 


A loaf of bread sits on the 

kitchen counter, 

patiently waiting to be toasted, 
buttered, or covered in jam; 

two pieces of the loaf have 

gone mouldy, jeopardising the life 
of the rest of the slices, 

making the taste just a bit stale. 


If we aren't constantly learning 

to employ our skills so the soul, 
needing new experiences to expand, 
can grow through each moment, 
eventually some pieces of time 

will become infested with mould, 
causing the spice to become stale. 


Our life is a loaf of bread, 

each slice, a moment to be enjoyed, 
carefully, properly digested, 

energy for the spirit's growth. 
Should we let them sit too long 
unconsumed, drying and moulding, 
the un-nourished life shrivels up 
and may well amount to nothing. 


UNREALITY 


For too long now 

it seems 

I've been losing touch 
with my reality: 

as the morning sun 
rises over the hills 
calling me to follow, 

I cannot move 

stuck in the unreality 
of the world's madness. 





"The sun's light calls us to life: 
why can't we believe?" 


RETRIBUTION 


You sheltered yourselves 

from the driving rain, 

hiding from her cleansing tears; 
You traded nature's reality, 

lost touch, were blinded, 

got all wrapped up 

in smog and acid, 

in the unreality 

of your man-made environment, 
stuffing your cravings 

to lonely misery 

and endless torture 

for those whose lives you ruined 
with your selfish ways. 


Your senseless destruction 
of a paradise world 
blanks out visions of nature 
that once filled your hearts: 
they shall remain shrouded now 
until you realize your mayhem 
is killing your beautiful 
your 

only 

one 

planet: 

hey, children: 
isn't it time to park 
this vehicle you've been 
joyriding so recklessly? 
You're out of control 
and in a short time 
you must all bleed 
for the scales of justice 
must be righted once again! 
You will take back the pain 
you so thoughtlessly gave! 
Think: can you prepare a place 
where you may hide indefinitely, 
escaping life's just demands 
for retribution and restitution? 


DESTINATION: EARTH 


Remember your destination and, 
whatever you encounter, here, 
of the ugly and beautiful, 

of the sadness and joy, 

of the darkness and light, 

of the pain and ecstasy, 

of the hate and love: 

never hesitate to share the light 
so all may see, may learn 

from your constant struggles-- 
walk on-- 

head held high enough to see, 
low enough not to intimidate: 
heedless of failures, 

unaware of success: 

remember who you are and 
where you are returning to. 


DREAMING 


Dreams are portals 

to the spirit world, 

and other realities unseen. 

They seek to impart a deeper sense 

of the wonder and power of the mind, 
alternatives to our daily grind. 

We should listen to the dreams, 

flowing freely within moods, emotions, colours; 
following pathways to spiritual nurture. 


A grizzly bear appears in a dream 

and beckons me to follow: 

"Come, walk with me (he says) 
through ancient coastal wilderness 
where giant firs cast their shadows 
and beyond, to rugged glacier-covered peaks. 
Feel the cleansing power 

as it moves through the body; 

watch the wind push away the clouds-- 
the soul in ascension thirsting 

for a greater knowing. 


Give your dreams the freedom 

to unlock their inner vision, 

to fill you with vitality, 

then learn to cultivate their wisdom 
in your waking life -- go!" 


THE OLD MAN 
The Laughing Poet and the Man Without a Face 


The old man clings to his worn-out ways 

fearful of news announcing the future: 

his mind reels with images of disasters and troubles 
as his cherished systems fail one by one. 

He worries about investments and goals 

each shakier with every passing day. 


The old man clings to the ancient ways 

still believes in time-worn institutions 

which nursed his early years upon this earth. 

He cannot imagine a world without strife or death, 
without expensive, lying governments 

without oppressive, lying bankers, 

without exploitative, lying businesses 

without schools graduating ignorance 

for of such was his spirit moulded 

each working to make him rich and feared. 


The old man knows his days are numbered 

yet fears the new gods seeding light upon the earth, 
guiding man towards his new future: 

He doesn't believe in any future 

having done his best to destroy everything 

so that now even his religion's heaven 

has become but a tarnished image of doubt and fear. 


The old man lies in his hospital bed, 

stupefied with mind-numbing drugs, 

his arteries are plugged with tubes 

feeding him his artificial life: obdurate 

he gags and coughs, he writhes in pain, 

knowing full well his end is near. 

Blind, he can't see the future's flowered meadows; 
helpless, he cannot abandon his miserable past: 
thus he gasps for life in his self-made hell 
constructed of illusions and self-made lies. 


our future waits patiently for the old man's death 
upon which earth will joyfully pant new life 
while children dance on an empty tomb. 


